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THIRTY-NINE AND NINETEEN.

PROLOGUE.
Into the room, with a nameless grace.

Glided a maiden, Just nineteen;
The faint rose blush on her fair young face

Set off a beauty but rarely seen;
Brought to a poet who stood apart,

She archly spoke of his "well-known
name"-

They talked of verses, of books and art
With a common passion, and words aflame.

His hair was not yet touched with gray,
And youth's first longing lit up his eyes:

He had waited for years for this sweet array
Of matchless beauty-and sharp surprise.

The jostling groups went round and round.
And charming women and men passed

through
Among the tableaux not one was found

That mated so well as this fated two.

r THE DAY AFTER THE PARTY.
WHAT SHE THOUGHT.

"He seemed to like me-that is sure-
But then. he had to be polite;

The young men there I could not endure-
I wish I could see him again to-night;

But he lives with books, and on lofty fare,
What could he care for a girl like me?

So, I still must dress and frizz my hair
For some brainless fop of the third degree.

"Yet, when my carriage came to the door,
It was he who saw me safely in.

I have had attentions like this before,
And words that thought they were sure to

win;
But, somehow, his hand's touch thrilled me

through,
And he put on my shawl with so much care,

I hoped he was smitten-I wish I knew.
I would write him a note, but I do not dare."

WHAT H THOUGCOT.
"I sit at my desk, but I can not write,

Her beauty is still before my eyes;
Of all the women I saw last night,

Or ever saw. she is the prize.
Of course, she listened to what I said,

And tried to make me feel at ease;
A girl with so fine a face and head

Knows well the arts by which to please.

"But I thought, as we parted. I saw a glance
That took no note of differing years;

Who knows but her dreams of true romance
Once fathomed, would dissipate my fears

What if I try my laggard fate,
And see if Love shall be dispossessed

Simply because It has happened late?
Oh, gossipinr world, you may guess the

rest."

A FEW WEEKS LATER.
WHAT THE GOMSIPINGO WORLD TWOUGHTr.

"Who would have thought it-and he old,
And she so frolicsome. young and fair?"

One heard "he was rich," and one was told
"She had lost one beau, and didn't care."

'Why, they're soon to be married-that girl
so sweet"-

"What-she-to that ancient, critical beau?
Well. well, if THAT Isn't quite a feat!

Who will marry next, I should like to
know?'

-Joel Renton, in Merchant Traveler.

AFTER FIFTY YEARS.

The SBoene of a War Romance
Laid in a Cellar.

By making a gigantic effort I had at last
succeeded in pushing up the heavy sash of
the old-fashioned guillotine window, and
now, sitting in the broad window-seat, I
was enjoying the scent of the great syringa
bush, which grew so close to the house that

,it pushed its branches inside whenever it
had the opportunity, so that sitting in the
window was almost like being in an arbor.
I was in Germany, of course, for guillotine I
windows, as we call them, are still the
fashion in England, I hear.

Yes; I was In Germany, and it was the I
day before Whit Sunday-a lovely May I
day-and I was just sixteen.

I am a good deal more than sixteen now,
but still, often, when the syringa is in
blossom, and the delicious fragrance comes I
floating round me, the whole scene rises
again before my eyes, and I see the old-
fashioned garden, with its quaintly-cut

ews and box-hedges, and the apple trees
oaded with blossoms; the wanacotted

room, with the faded red carpet, and anti-
quated furniture and ornaments; and,looking through the folding-doors into the
dining-room beyond, I see the long table
decked for some festal occasion, two chairs
wreathed with flowers, and before them, on
the table, two bouquets composed of sprays
of myrtle.

I see, too, sitting opposite me in a capa- d
cious armchair, my grandmother, a little
old lady in a white lace cap, with a prayer-
book on her knees, which she was reading
here at home because she could not get as d
far as the chapel beyond the town gate. I
had been there myself that morning, all in
a hurry, just to see how it looked before I
brought Granny to the house, and I had h
seen that it was beautifully decked with
flowers, and that there were wa tapers
enough to daxle one.

After that I had come back to the "wed- d
ding house" and waited, for I could not
leave Granny quite alone; and while I
waited I pusled myself to make out why
Uncle Dernan, as we all called him, and hs "
wife should have chosen to celebrate their F
golden wedding in the little country chapel
Instead af in the large town church, which
seemed so mach more appropriate.

Then, too I wondered what could be the e
meaning o sundry mysterious allusions
which Ihad heard made in the coursme of y
the evening before. They had seemed to
amuse the rest very much, but I could h
make nothing of them.

Uncle Dernan's little wife was a favorite y
little woman, with bright eyes, brown hair
without a touch of grey in t and had very il
small hands and feelt. How we had all ad- a
mired her the night before, when, for "the h
very last time," asshe said., she had danced tl
the charming minuet, which had been ar- ii
ranged in her honor. I can see her now in n
her old-fashioned marvelously short b
waisted dress of silk with a three-cornered 1
fichu crossed over her chest little shoes u
without heels, wide ribbon sandals and a
embroidered stockings. Uncle Dernan Il
himself was her partner, and at .he close gof the dance he made her a low bow, saying
with a gleam of fun and mischief in his
eyes:'

"Madame, you dance like a Frenchwoman, ci
and I believe I made a mistake after all in o
ciay{ing you off from the French mon-

Every one laughed at this, and Aunt bDeranablushed likea young girL What c
dd it all mean! Could I ask Granny! I L
wonder•d. She had told me once that Aunt ai
Dernan was her oldest and her dearest B
friend, and that some day she would tell
me her history. Could I remind her of her o
promise now I

As looked at her she took off her spoecta- t
eles and closed her prayer-book, and slip II
ping down from my throne in the window, a
Isented myself on astool at her feet. n,

'Granny," I said coaxingly, "ouldn't fe
you tell me your friend'story nowI You a
know you promised, and It isJust the right
day for it They won't be back for a coup s
of bours yet, what with the service first
and then the wedding. and a long sermnon, n
and all the congratulations, so we have a
plenty of time."

Just then we caught the sound of distant ha
chureh-bells, by which we knew that the as
bridal procession must be getting near the at

"Ah, child," msaid my grandmother, '"It m
was a beautiful time when we two were wi
young, Lorbhen and I; you never saw such ta
a little wild thing as she was. They called vs
ber 'the bird,' because she wasuso quck and p
graceal, and had such bright eyes in her at

tittle head. There was aot a prettier
grl f~r or semr. and there was somethingar

bo ers different from other girls, th th
one could tehe one's eyes of her,
phewas s sail so rHodistlages.

"And Lorchen herself was so well aware
I of the fact, that she was a perfect little
I despot. All the men, old and young, did

her homage, and many a one did his best to
catch and keep the little bird. But this
was not so easy, for Lorchen was obstinate'
and her greatest delight was to tease and
torment her admirers wheoever she had the
opportunity. I often used to scold her for
it; for, being her most intimate friend, I
acted as confessor; and she always honestly
* told me her misdeeds. Sometimes, we got
really angry with one another after a ball
or a picnic, when her list of confessions
was unusually long. But where was the
use She knew that I could not help 'for-
giving her, as she said, directly she asked
me, little fondling puss that ghe was; and

n she knew, toy, that all young men she had
fooled and tormented would be at her feet
again directly. You know that song:

'I know a maiden fair to see.
Take care!

She can both false and friendly bel
,y "And it goes on:D. 'She hastwo eyes so soft and brown.

I, Take care!
d She gives a side-glance and looks down.

Take care!
Trust her not, she's fooling theel'

"Well, child, that was Lore all over; just
as if it had been written for her. But you
mustn't think badly of her, for all that.
She was a dear, sweet little thing; and in
spite of all her follies, she had a good,
honest heart. As I said, she was univer-
sally admired; and so it seemed strange
that young Dernau, the merchant, who
was a next-door neighbor of hers, should
be so stiff and cold, and take no notice at
all of her. Sometimes I twitted her with
the fact that he had never once danced
with her, and was quite insensible to her
charms. That always made her angry,
and she would pout her rosy lips and say:o "'I'm sure I don't want him, Christel;

he's a bears"
"Well, you know, bad times came for

,, poor Germany. The French conquered us,
and the King and our beautiful Queen Lou-
isa had to fly with their children; and it
seemed as if we should all become French
subjects. It was a bad time for us in our
little town, for the authorities favored the
enemy, and we were disturbed by sounds
of fighting all around us. Ah, it was terri-
bly sad ! for all prosperity was at an end,
and we spent our days in misery and
anxiety. Poor Lorchen had, too, a
special trouble of her own, for so-
counts of the wild doings of the" French reached us from all sides, and it
was said that they had a very rough-and-
ready way of courting, for if a German
girl took their fancy they just sent their
soldiers to carry her off and then took her
away with them to the war. We were
e constantly hearing of deeds of violence
and robbery and the laws, being adminis-
tered either by the French or their adher-
ents, afforded us no redress or protection
whatever. What could we do I eople hid
their valuables as far as they could in hol-
low trees, behind walls, or in the ground,
and whenever any Frenchmen were known
to be in the neighborhood, they hid their
wives and daughters as well. Poor Lorchen
had the hardest time of all, for her mother
was so nervous that she was always seeing
danger, and she insisted on the poor girl's
spending the greater part of the day down
in the cellar, and many an afternoon I
spent there, too, keeping her company.

" 'Look,' said I, on one of these occasions,
'you can see straight into Neighbor Der-
nan's garden through this little window.'

"But Lorchen blushed and turned her
head without answering. One Whitsun
Eve, a lovely May day, just like to-day, a
number of the enemy's troops passed
through the town, and of course Lore had
to sit in the cellar and get through the timeas best she might. As soon as the terrible
'Parlevouhsa' as we called -them, had all
gone through and out of the town gate, the
captive was let out, and what must the
silly girl do but go to the sitting-room win-
dow and lean out. After being in prison so
long, she enjoyed the sweet spring air
doubly and it amused her to watch what
was going on in the street. But misfortune
never slumbers, and, as it fell out, a young
French officer came past leading his horse
by the bridle and looking for a blacksmith,
as the animal had cast a shoe. He had no
sooner caught sight of the lovely little
head among the roses which clustered
round the window, than he threw the reins
to a boy and dashed up the steps like a
madman. It did not take him a minute
but Lore was as quick as he, and had slipped
back into her hiding place. Still, where
was the use of that, when the Frenchman
had seen her and was bent upon finding
her?

"I want to see the pretty demoiselle," he
cried in his broken German, and he insisted
upon searching first all the rooms in the
house, then the garrets, and finally the cel-
lar ! It was useless to say him nay. for he was
master of the situation, and Lorchen's poor
mother followed him down the cellar-stairs
trembling.

But, wonder of all wonders, the nest was
empty; the bird had flown! Finding.
therefore that his search was vain, the
young offlcer flew into a rage, and, snatch-
ing up a little ivory miniature of Lore,
dashed out of the house, vowing that he
would come back next with a whole squad-
ron and stay till the girl was found. As
soon as he was gone, Lore's mother sank
down in a chair and burst into tears, feel-
ing utterly bewildered and altogether at
her wits' end, But she had not wept long
when her neighbor, young Dernan, made
his appearance, and, to her extreme sur-
prise, asked her with all due form and cer-
emony to accept him as a suitor for her
daughter's hand.

"'Acd" cried the poor woman 'Lorchen
Is gone-clean gone; she is not in her hid-
Ing place; and if I could find her to-day,
where's the use, when to-morrow that
French villain is coming to carry her otf!
I'm a poor miserable, helpless woman-
what can I dol O, this dreadful war I'

"But the young man only laughed in an
embarrassed sort of way, and then said:

" 'Only trust me, mother, if I may call
you so, and depend upon it I shall be able
to take good care of Lorchen when once I
have the right. In the collar she is, how-
ever, at the present moment, though not in
yours l'

"So saying, he led the astonished dame
Into his house and down ever so many'Jtalrs,
and there sure enough was the captive is bhis cellar, doubly a captive now, and a lit-
tle shamefaced and tearful, but still look-
ing very happy as she fell on her mother's
neck, and begged her to give her and Karl
her blessing. And so it came to pass that
they were betrothed in the cellar, and im-
med.ately after all sorts of mysterious prep-
arations were made in both houses, and at
last the good pastor himself was called in to
give his advice. At eleven o'clock that same
night there was enacted one of the stran-
gest scenes which our peaceful, sober-going
little town ever witnessed; for a young
couple were married in the darkness, in the 1old chapel outside the Martini gate, and
you may imagine my utter amazement at
beinmg mysterinously seant for at such an
hoar, and then finding myself taken to the
chapel to be one of the witnesses to my
Lore's marriage,the others being her mother
and Dernau's most intimate friend, Fritz
Berger.

"It seemed uncommonly dismal to a girl
of seventeen, as I was then, with my head
stuffe~ full, too, of all sorts of tragical *
stories. It was a mild, dark night; the
sky was much overcast; and ever and
anon a distant fash of lightning an-
nounced that a storm was coming up. The
feeble gldimmer from the two tapers on the
altar seemed only to make the darkness
darker, and the flamesfiekered inessantly
as the wind came swesplg in in guntsaad
making the boughs oi the old lime-tree
rattle against the church windows. It was
enough to make one shuadder, child, I can
tell you The venerable old pastor who
had married Lomrhen's father and mother,
and baptiasd Lorhen herslf gave only aIshort addrs: but it was all the more im-
presive for that, and we were sllvery b
much touched by it. When the ceremony h
was over I helped the sobbing bride to Itake of her wrath of myrtle and put on a
very large hood, which was et of the
peasant's costame, each as ud to be worn
about hers, which she was going to woar tia a 'ise. The poormother wepeech- I
les w*lt gref, and seemd quite dased at d
theropeea of losing herbeloved daughter.

"Meantime, Krl Dernma, who had ao I
-eed -im. 1 ke a, puama hadbnght C,

re a poor, miserable, one horsed covprod cartre to the door of the chapel, and, after the

id most heartrending leave-takings, Lurchen
to was lifted in, weeping bitterly. The night

is had grown pitch-black by this time; the
lightning flashed and the thunder rolled in
the distance; but, under cover of the dark-he ness, the pair safeiy effected their escapeor across the neighboring frontier, to where

I the French had not yet gained a footing,
ly Lorchen passing for a sick peasant girl
ot who was being taken to some famous won-
dl der-working doctor. As Karl Dernauos drove off on his strange wedding journey

ie he looked so brave, and tender, and self-
r- reliant that we who were left behind felt aAd comfortable assurance that our little birdid would be safely hidden in her nest with

id him for her protector. Two years ppa•ed
at and in the meantime I had been married in

the regular, ordinary way. in broaitday-
light, with bridesmaids and wedding break-
fast, and without any of the rather uncan-
ny romance which had attended Lorchen's
wedding. Still, who knows whether the
mere factof our having taken part together
in this romantic affair did not lead to our
own marriage i Be this as it may, it is,
quite certain that the next time Fritz Ber-
ger and I found ourselves inside the littleat chapel it was for our own wedding.

u "After a time things went better in the
t. town, and as the French were less favored

n by those in authority, it was thought safe
1, for the fugitives to come back; and, as by
r- the death of his father, Karl had becomea the owner of the house Lorchen's parents

o had rented-the very house we are in to-
d day-they came and settled here, and her,t mother with them and all live happily to-

h gether. How happy we were t0e together
d again! and the very first time we had a

r quiet hour, Lorchen told me the story of
her betrothal, which I had never properly
understood till then.

" 'You see, Christel,' said she, 'you and I 1
were very intimate, and you did know all

r my secret--almost; but you did not know
that I had cared for Karl for a long time
past. I was ashamed to confess it eithzr to I
you or myself. But when he caine to the a
b cellar window that dreadful day, just-when
I was in the greatest danger, and drove it I
in-I was too dazed to dare to open it my-
self-and when he lifted me up, and before
I well knew where I was, took me into the
cellar of his own house, well, then I knew I
did care for him, and I began to cry. And
then he sat down by me and quietly took
hold of my hand, and when I was able to
speak I thanked him and begged his pardon t
for having made such fun of him before.
You can guess what followed. Our be-
trothal was not very romantic, Christel. for
r we sat upon an old sugar chest, and my t
dress was torn and dusty, and the air of the a
cellar was dank and musty. But what did cwe care for that? There were roses all
round us, and we were in Elysium; and as
for the romance, we had enough before the r
day was out to last a whole lifetime.' 4

"This was Lorchen's confession, and we u
both thanked Heaven for making us so
happy and bringing us together again. We R
were happy, indeed, and this helped us to ebear our daily cares, for we were still in a a
great deal of trouble and anxiety and the iiclouds hung thick and black over the politi-
calsky. There were no christening feasts n
when our little ones were baptised, and, in a
spite of our real happiness, a good many b
tears fell upon the little heads. But at last ti
there was a change! Suddenly it was as if
a fresh wind had begun to blow. No one P
knew whence it had come. but it was there, a
and we all felt invigorated by it. Lore and n
I, too, soon noticed that there was a great n
deal going on behind the scenes, which
gave us plenty of food for wonder and con-jecture. Wagoners, who did not look at all
like wagoners, were constantly bringing
heavy loads of merchandise to Karl, and
my Fritz, who was a lawyer, and had noth-
ing naturally to do with such matters, was
always present at the unloading, and
helped to carry the goods into the cellar as
soon as it was dusk. It was quite clear that
there was some secret which our husbands N
were keeping from us, and after bearing it ft
patiently for a little while we determined
to put an end to such an unnatural state of

"Well, we found it all out, and learned
that Karl and Fritz were members of a se- l
cret league which had branches everywhere A
throughout Germany, and was formed to
deliver the Fatherland from her foreign "
masters. The "wagoners" were members di
too and the goods they brought were arms,
which they stored in the cellar; ard there, it
in what had been Lorchen's prison, the con- it
federates held their meetings. On these
occasions, now that we knew what was go-
ing on, we used to do our part by lighting al
up the chandeliers in the drawing-room, tj
clinking glasses together and carrying wine
bottles and dishes to and fro, to divert at- b
tention from what was going on down be. o-
low, and to throw dust in people's eyes. "

"As soon ns ever our good King issued his
appeal 'to my people,' we saw the result of
all these secret preparations. The enthusi- t
asm was tremendous, and every German m
heart was all aglow. Oh, child, it was a
grand time, andl shall never forget the day
when the pastor readout the King's procla-
mation in the market place-for there was rc
not room for the crowd in the church-and m
called on all the men to come forward and oi
take part in a holy war to expel the enemy. inThere never was such excitement, before or
since! Friends and acquaintances embraced H
one another, and the most bitter enemies th
shook hands. The first to volunteer to fight thfor wife, and child and home were Karl
Dernau and my Frits; and numbers and or
numbers followed their example. Then fe
came the leave-takings, and those were sad of
enough. I fainted away, but Lorchen be-
hayed like a little heroine.

"Wetwo kept together thnrough all that se
time of terrible waiting and fighting and fe
misery. But at last--atlast came the news
of victory, and all the hills blazed with of
bonfires. The Fatherland was free, and d
our loved ones were safe and coming home
crowned with laurels! We had suffered a s
great deal, but we thought ourselves fortu- t
nate in having been allowed to look on
while such great events were doing.

"But where have I got to with my chat,
tering. I was only going to tell you-" o

"O, Granny," I interrupted, "you have Ti
not told me a bit too much; I could listen Gi
all day-" be

"Well," said she with a smile, "you de a
serve something for giving up going to the
chapel to sit with an old woman. When I m
began I only meant to tell you how Aunt th
Dernau was imprisoned in the cellar, that to
you might see what a dangerous gif t'r
beauty is!"

"H-m, Granny, I don'tlike your moral!" M
I answered. "The French are far enough Cl
off now, and for my own part I shouldn't ol
mind runnln the risk of being tolerably k
nice-looking.

Granny was going to scold, but the
corners of her mouth twitched and before t
she could recover herself, I had jumped up, m
exclaiming:

'"Listen, the bells have been ringing this
long time; the wedding is over and they
willbe here directly!" of

I went once more hastily through the 11
rooms to -e that everything was in order,
and then I strewed flowers all down the
stairs to the front door, and then Granny
and I waited at the window.

8oon the head of the procession made its
appearance-such a long, long procession! to
First came the old people, severnal couples, ta
and then the young ones, and lastly the
grandchildren all decked with flowers; but
the bridal pair, who were that day cel- fr
brating their golden wedding, were the
most beautiful sight of all. oei

Aunt Dernau looked lovely in her blue- an
flowered damask and three-cornered lace
handkerchief, with the golden sprays of
myrtle in her hair; and Uncle Dernau, cle
with hi snow-white curly hair, and tall, O
upright~ g , looked most dignified and b
qbute and, too; for, besides the golden
prig In his button-hole, he wore the orders

and decorations which he had won during go
the war. How tender and careful he was wa
of his little wife, too.

Just as tender and affectionate as he had
been to the young beauty when he married we
her inthe sunny May-time fifty years be an

fore -- HoueioWd Words.

-The private car built at Schenc: he!
tady, N. Y., for Mr. W. K. Vanderbilt , be
is sixty-two feet long, will accommo-
date eleven persons, and cost $20,000.
It has been christened "The WRander- e
er."-N r

. Thimw,

t BANK OF ENGLAND.

Briet Descriptionm of the Systems Adope
for Its Imaagemwet.

In 1694, while England was at war
with France, William Peterson, a Lon-
s don merchant, conceived the scheme

of organizing a bank to receive de-
posits and assist the Government with
money. The capital of 1,200,000 was
raised by popular subscription, and it
was provided that the whole of this
should be permanently loaned to the
Government at 8 per cent. per annum.
The bank immediately issued notes of
the denomination of 50 and upwards.
As there was no legal limit to the
amount of issue, they soon depreciated,
and ig 1697 it was found necessary to
increase the capital stock by 1,000,.
000. This was paid into the bank, and
for a short time was not loaned to the
Government, and the effect was to
cause the notes and the stock (which
latter had fallen to 40 per cent. dis-
count) to appreciate to par. In 1844
an act was passed dividing the bank
into two departments- the issue and
the banking-the object of which'was to
prevent the issue of notes without a
sufficient reserve of specie to redeem
them. At the time of the division into
the two departments the aggregate of
the permanent loans made by the bank
to the Government was 11,016,000.
This debt was now declared to be, due
from the Government to the issue de-
partment, which was authorised to is.
sue notes to circulate as money to that
amount. But some of the provincial
banks had also been authorised to is-
sue notes to a limited extent on the
deposit of securities, and it was pro-
vided in the act of 1844 that whenever
any of these provincial banks dimin-
ished their circulation permanently
their right to issue notes on deposit of
government securities should aeorne to
the Bank of England, but that the lat-
ter bank should only issue two-thirds
as much as the amount which provin-
cial banks should cease to issue. Under
this arrangement the amount of "pe'-
manent issue" had increased to 14,-
475,000 in 1858. For the notes issued
under the foregoing provisions no re-
serve of specie is required, but for
every other note more than are issued
as above, coin or bullion must be paid
into the bank before the issue of the
note. There is no distinction in the
appearance of the two classes of issue;
but when gold is wanted from the bank
the notes are presented at the issue de-
partment, and, upon their redemption,
are at once destroyed, and for every
new deposit of bullion or coin, new
notes are issued to the banking depart.
ment.-Totedo Blade.

ROARING PEMAQUID.

The Old Fort at the Roughest Point em
the Atlantic Coast.

Pemaquid Point, near Damariscotta,
Me., has been said to be, in a gale
from any point of the compass between
southeast and southwest, the roughest
point on the Atlantic coast. It is liter-
ally out to sea, and the waves of the
Atlantic, rolling in from three thou-
sand miles of ocean without let cr hin-
drance, break with explosive roar upon
Its bastions of stone, which ar? worn
into endless forms by the attrition and
abrasion of ages. It is very rarely that
any point of the mainland possesses all
the conditions of an uninterrupted
breaking place for the waves of the
ocean. Outlying. rocks or islands or
the conformation of the adjacent coast
usually break up or check the course of
the waves long before reaching the
mainland. Nothing lies between Pem- I
quid Point and the broad Atlantic, and I
even in the calmest moods of sea the
roar of the surf upon its walls is re-
markable. When the southerly gale is
on, the spray is flung hundreds of feet
into the air. The noise is deafening. I
Huge pieces of rock are broken from
the projecting wall and thrown up on I
the bank. Pemaquid light-house stands I
on the promontory, several hundred
feet back from the edge, with the house
of the keeper adjoining it. The light a
is at least three hundred feet above the z
sea level. Yet in a southerly gale a t
few years ago a large stone was hurled t
bythe waves through the thick glass i
of the lantern, and the spray came i
down the chimneys of the house in *
such quantities as to extinguish the r
fires. t

History and legend also lend their at-
tractions to Pemaquid. No part of the g
country was earlier known to voyagers. e
Theships of Pring, Weymouth and a
Gilbert had plowed these waters long a
before the settlement of Jamestown,
andPemaquid was the rival of Ply- a
month and Boston as a metropolis In n
the infancy of New England. The old a
fort at the harbor was for near a cent-
-ry on the disputed territory between a
Massachusetts and Acadia. Governor b
Chamberlain claims for Pemaquid an t
older date than Plymouth. "Few u
know," he says, "that years before the a
Pilgrims set foot on Plymouth sands,
there were established English settle- p
ments at various points on the shores g
Maine-that Pemaquid was a seat of *
trade, and at one time the metropolis Il
of all the region east of New York."- t-
Bockland (Me.) Cosarier-GaseCe.

Some Queer Requests. n

The life of Mr. Peter Cooper is about
to be published but Idoubt if it con-
tains any of the amusing anecdotes of
the many demands upon Mr. Cooper
from people who seemed to elhm a
-ertain-right to ask-ftavors from so rich

and great a philanthropist. He was so
beset with letters of the kind that a
clerk was employed to answer them.
One woman wrote that she never had
been to the opera, and would like to
have him send a box so that she a
go. and invite frlends a; ano; l
wanted a sealskin saeqs as the wina-
tsr was severe, and thought he amight
well elord to send her onae while sfll
another wrote that if she had a new mset- false teeth, costing forty dollars , 1

which amount she asked him tosen d
her, she thought she could gst a h-n

-About 63.000,000 worth of Ab 4
eR-made loool otoyesh are seat abad
vemy yer,

WRfING PLATE-GLASS.
Mpee he mag se slta Obtalmed by the Qre

ef Naturar s as real.

war "There is a plate of glass 66xiL4 inches,
Lon- which is the largest size made in thisieme country," remarked a prominent glass

de- merchant of this city to areporter as he
with was engaged in superintending the un-)was packing of a large box.

ad it "It was made in a Pittsburgh mann-

this factory with natural gas as fuel, and is
Sthe much superior to that made by coal,nnm. since the sulphur even in the best and

% of purest coal blurs and coats the glass
with patches, while if smoke comes in

the contact with it in the soft state aper.ated manent stain is caused. Besides, when

coal fuel is used the best of care can
. not prevent ashes, dust and solid pear

and tioles from the furnace falling onto the
the molten glass and making flaws.
Sto "Gas fuel, however, has changed all,hich of that, and has given Pittsburgh a

dis. great advantage, and glass an be made
18 so much better and cheaper there thatbank all of the factories have found them-

and selves forced to 'go to Pittsburgh or goasto to pieces.' In ashort time America can
ut a compete with French and German plate-leem glass, where manufactured gas is used."

into "How is this glass made?" asked thee of nsman.ak "Well, the hardest and most interest-

000. ing part is the 'blowing."'" was the
due "The entire mass of'molten material

S mst be blpwn into shape by the breath.
that Messrs. Appert, of Clichy, France,icial claim to have discovered a process that

will make glass-blowing by the mouth
the nnecessary, and it is to be hoped that'

they have, as the process is very pain-ful, and the men after a few years be.

nin- come pale-faced, with their cheeks
hangiangimp in folds, and some caseshave been known where their cheeks
hto ave worn so thin that they actually

lat cracked."irds "What are the materials used toin- make the glass?" was the next question

ider of the reporter.
'"One hundred parts of sand, thirty

parts of lime, forty parts of alkali and
sed some pulverized charcoal are put in a

re- fire-brick pot, which is set in a furnace
for heated to an intense heat by gas andued are brought to a molten state. A work-

Oaidman then plunges a long wrought-iron

the tube with a wooden handle and mouth-
the piece into the white-hot mass, and bysue; alternately cooling and rolling it finallyau has a ball of glass many polunds in

do weight adhering to the end. He turns
ion it about until it becomes pear-shaped,rer and then hands it to the blower, who

mew blows gently into it, at the same timeart- constantly turning it, until it becomes

the shape of a huge bottle. It takes a
very strong man to do this, since for
a plate of glass of this size the molten
material will weigh thirty pounds.

"After it has been blown into the
riht shape," the speaker went on,t, "tb. end of the pipe is closed up, and

the air, expanded by the heat, breaks a
ale small hole in the end of the bottle,een which the blower enlarges by twistin
lest his tube aroqpd and puffing hister- into it until at length the bottle be-

the comes a cylinder. A string of red-hot
glass drawn over the upper part of the
o cylinder breaks it of evenly, and it isdn- then cracked open lengthwise by a red-

)on hot iron. Each side isheated, flattened
orn out, tempered and polished, and finally
md becomes a great sheet of clear plate-

hat glass.-Cscinadi su.

all ad MIND IN FARMING.

the Praeasl iowledeso whLek ca Bea Ae-
or qulred on the Farm.

The idea has generally prevailed in
the the past, and possibly more by farmers

ma- than others, that for the business of

nd farming but little intellectual training
the was necessary. A willingness to work

e on in the old routine, that has been
transmitted from the practices of the
g. past, was all that could be safely relied

om on for success, This narrow view,

on born and kept alive by ifnorance only.ids Is a mistaken fallacy of the past, fast
red dying out, rather than the sentiment
me of intelligent, present thought. The
ght ariculture of to-day is not based onhe manual labor alone, The eduo•tion of

a the mental faculties, as well as theled training of the hand to work skillfullySis recognised as an essential in fitting
mefor the]ife work of the farm. Upon

in these, intelligence and labor oombined,he rest the hope of progress in agricul-

tore. And etit ay be qaesMidsed itat farmers fully apprilte the vaIlue to

he their childrent h .home rninasad
rs. eduaestion in the work ad n the-buai-

ad nes of the farm. Each year there go

g out from the farm young paen -and
rwomen to aumem the work of man-
ingfarms for theuasives. Are

nthsI yfoag men and yomng womenld as wel dicated and trained in the
at- work and business sails of the farm
en as they,the sons and daughters of
or farmsers, ought, with their opportuni-

a tis, tobet Wefemr there is yettooaw much of IndIference in prents in
he teaching their ehidrn the busineas ofIs, farmn, notomly a trade, l ast a

le- profession. It-agb to be k4 con-
re a stantlyin view t the trnig ad 1

of edusction need.4 by the farmer can 1
liz largelyb lerad't home, and that

capital with whrhib to bejin the bah I
nees of faraing.--JMe Farmer.

Hannibal Hamlin's Salute.

of -A new storyc ryaouthful prik of '

Hannibal amiba is told by a earre.-
h pondsnt. WhBa the ex-Vice President
was a boy la Paris sea psaons were I
bsptised steam north o Paris

l Hn amllnwas one iof a of 5

j boy, who, of the aPPraEbbag'yr.-•ggle an lad cannon
" adatvc Uatr.id into the woods

ers meby osu .were led out el the N• one byme the earridgs• e
i th old annon. The un-

A ardseruw. Ib
a-•

-ia ibthMdab g to h a i wra

SCHOOL AND CHURCHO

S dmission examinations to Iar-i
" Varollege will hereafter be held at

, PMFrasoe, in June of each year.
is - Holland the church doors are

as loelduring the sermon, so that no.

e bod4 n interrupt by going in or out.

B grls in t he public schools of
Broon are compelled t commit to a
mem the Constitution of the Unitedi-Statety. Y. Sun.

i -ildition to mission halls there
1, are ve hundred places in London

d wheret Gospel is preached .n theis open asn Sunday.n -CoUl University now has sixty
n lmnstruc and officers and 688 stn-,

a dents, of whom are freshmen,a while t, senior class contains only,

t *hty-f-Buffalo Express.
S_---Caon Fan, a Chinaman of
Porta e., is areularly ordailed'

a Pmseh. the Methodist Episoopal
Sa~ h. dA belongs to the PugetSSound COrenee.

-- •v. W• E. Schenok, for thir-
ty-two ye secretary of the Presby-terian B of Publication has re-
signed, I ds in California seeking
restoration' mpared health.

S-Ten pe'nt. of the present fresh-
men lass aCornell are girls, and
Professor Js, of that institution, is* quoted as sing that the average

dhohi p te young women issuperior to thof the youngmen.
-The Amean Tract Soeiety- held

its anual meag in Washington re-,t cently. The pts for te yearl
i reached $367, while the expendi-at taras $362,141. The num-

ber ofa iested during the year
was 146,416.

--The Bisho* Peterborough made
the interesting atement in convoca-* tion the other di that of 6,000 livings
f in private patrage in England no

fewer than 2,00owre frequently in1the market. Drdangoe had obtained
this anformatio from a clerical
agent, "who wisttiring from his pro-r fqsion."

s -Converted si•o-car conductors
make excellent dcmons. They are so
accustomed to tang, up a collection,
that they can mal their appeal very
individual withou any show of em-barrassment Ancthe look of expect-Sancy with which tl pass around the

plate shows the vab of a good busi-r ness training for is department of
t church work. Petaps it might be
well for some city Wurches to engage
a couple of horse-ca; conductors, just
to erush out dead-htdism.-ChrisUai

-A Baptst minists at Bostoni adds
to his theological qusfleations a the r-
ough knowledge of mnic. Instead of
hiring a quartette or joir he proposes
to assume the entire wrk of develop-
ing from the congregion a volunteer
gathering of singers, ad thus to have
eventually congregatioul singing of a
hitherto unknown quay. Members
of the congregation wilbe taught reg-
ularly how to sing, and n the eourse
of a few months 'the uIsical pastor"
expects to have singing emal to, if Mz$
better than anyordinary oir.-Basfm
'Globe.

PUNGENT PARAGIAPHS.

-A tailor is the only mma who dares
to give his best customers its, and by
his eCttin ways show tit he has
measured them aup.

-8ociety is just like a pie. There is
an upper crust and a lower aust, but
the real strength and subsinoe lie&
between them.--New Haved n M,.

-Old lady (somewhat pnravtp -- .
"Are yo a marrying man, Mt Had-
castle?" Mr. Hardeastle (earnetly)-
"O, no indeed, ma'am; I'ma wi wer."
-Cldcago 2Wbur6s.

-"I do love dress," exclained a
young soioety belle. "Then I aould
think you would wear more of it " re-;
tgrted a cynical bachelor frieni of;
amiddle age.-N. Y. Mail.

-- Matthew Arnold is coming bab to
thi country. He thinks he rememeras
one place where he let a dollaror two

away from him the last time.-

- the ts28,000 acres in the town c*
Newtown,L. L, 1,849are occupied by
esmeterles. A million bodies are now
buried in these places, and the annual
laterament amount to 28,000.

--If you want to know whether
your grandmother was cross-eyed or
wher. your great-cle stood in bis,
arithmetea clas, just run for omDe
sad you'll know it alL--Tem•s &ffigs.

-John W. Mackey, the bonana
millionire, declares that "money is a
asoeldent." Perhaps it is. Still, itls

ana ooident which a man can generally
lasure himself against by entering
ournalrm.-N. ~. ndependen*.

-Spring Flowers: "I think we shall
have to start our lower bed before
loag," ald Mrs. Shuttle. "Oh, both-
er fe lowers that-" "Job Shuttle!"

ad seeing a broom upraised he slid
out of the back door.--Hartford Poef.

-- "The weather is over me a little
this morning," recently remarked a
Frenchmanu who is zealously studying
the idioms of the English language in
this city. He had meant tosay that he
was a lttle under the weather.-Har.
pir's Wehlay.

-Mamma-"Well, Johnny, I aall
forgive o this time, and it's very
prett youa to write a letter tosay
Jre sorry." ,ohnny-"Yes, ma;aot tar t p, please." Mamm--
"Why notP" Johnay-"Besee it
will do for the next time."-N. F.

-A amember of the Haese of Lords
who always pronounces Derby, Darby,
Berkshire, Berkshire, etac., was inter.
rupted in his speech on a recent oea-
alo c.by the barking of a dog that had
somehow got into the gallery, where-

a 'the noble lord" exclaimed: "To
- species of opposition am I

fow tobe sabjected!" "It is only amember from Btire' responded a

-Cste (in cof- e and cake se
o•o): "Walter, bri me beef sad

bean a separate pat; have te"
_- eaut thin aad ith the grain; the
bea- s brews on e side, ad not too
hot; snd a efeof oe and do't let-- Into•he i tLm aaer." Watt-
a: "Airtu sorr. Anything elase'
Cuoe : "l sof water." ut .~ 
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